"MARSE HENRY"

him.   His purpose was to fill the scene and forget

himself.

y

The English newspapers accompanied the tid-
ings of Mr. Jefferson's death with rather sparing
estimates of his eminence and his genius, though
his success in London, where he was well known,
had been unequivocal. Indeed, himself, alone with
Edwin Booth and Mary Anderson, may be said to
complete the list of those Americans who have at-
tained any real recognition in the British metrop-
olis. The Times spoke of him as "an ahle if not a
great actor." If Joseph Jefferson was not a great
actor I should like some competent person to tell
me what actor of our time could be so described.

Two or three of the journals of Paris referred
to him as "the American Coquelin." It had been
apter to describe Coquelin as the French Jefferson.
I never saw Frederic Lemaitre. But, him apart,
I have seen all the eccentric comedians, the char-
acter actors of the last fifty years, and, in spell
power, in precision and deftness of touch, in acute,
penetrating, all-embracing and all-embodying in-
telligence and grasp, I should place Joseph Jeffer-
son easily at their head.
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